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About the medium

	 

	Eliana Machado was born in Sao Paulo, the capital city, on october 9th. Since her childhood, she was in touch with the Spiritism, and the continuous presence of the spirit Schellida in her life, who until now, appeared as a beautiful, delicate, sweet smile and always lovely young woman that had already heralded a solid partnership between Eliana and the beloved mentor for the work they would do together.

	 

	The time passed by. Protected by her lovely parents, her grandfathers, and later, by her husband and a daughter, Eliana, always with Schellida by her side, she was working. After years of studies and training in psychographics, in July, 1997, wrote her first book called: “Despertar para la Vida”, a book that Schellida wrote barely in twenty days. Later, other books were written, among them, Corazones sin Destino. 

	This work is about natural curiosities about this duo (medium and spirit) that is amazed by the beauty of the received love stories. One of them is about the origin of the name Schellida. Where did this name come from and who is Schellida? Eliana answered us that this name, Schellida, came from a real story between them and, by the ethic, she will leave the revelation on behalf of the mentor herself, since Schellida warned her that she will write a book recounting the main part of her terrestrial trajectory and the love affair with the medium. For that reason, Schellida once stated that, if she had to write books using another medium, she would sign with a different name, so as to preserve the suitability of the worker without making her go through dubious, questioning, embarrassing and dispensable situations, since the name of a spirit matters little. What prevails is the moral content and the high teachings transmitted through the reliable works.

	Eliana and the spirit of Schellida have many published books (among them, the best ones, The Right to be Happy, No Rules to Love, A Reason to live, Awakening to life and A Diary through Time). Other unpublished ones will go into production soon, in addition to the old works to be reissued. In this way, the Schellida spirit guarantees that the task is large and there is a long road to be hackneyed by them, who will always continue together to bring teachings about love on the spiritual plane, the concrete consequences of the Law of Harmonization, the happiness and achievements of each one of us, because good always wins when there is faith.
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	Message 
Choosing stars

	 

	 

	 

	It is in the silence of the heart that our treasure is kept: love.

	It is in the most tender thought that we discover a preciousness: peace.

	It is in the warmth of a prayer that we find our strength: determination.

	It is in the commitment, and with faith, that we discover: victory.

	When we think about God, it is He who is on our side.

	When we think about what is good and healthy, it will be friends of Light who will be at our side.

	The wonderful thing about all this is that we know that we can choose our thoughts and thus our company. To elevate them is like choosing stars in the sky.

	Everyone will shine!

	 

	By the Spirit of Erick Bernstein 

	Psychographed message by Eliana Machado Coelho

	Summer 2018

	 


Chapter 1 
Inseparable friends

	 

	 

	 

	“Guess what it is?”

	“Hmm… A piece of cotton?”

	“Wrong!”

	“An eraser?”

	“Noooo! Wrong.”

	“Ah! That's enough, leave.”

	“Whoa... Didn't you say you'd like to learn to guess things?”

	“I did. But now I don't want to do it. I'm tired of playing it.”

	“There's nothing else to do. There's no electricity to watch TV and it's raining. Damn rain! I hate it!”

	“I like rain. You're too boring! If Luci were here, she would make some kind of cool prank and wouldn't complain about it just like you did!”

	“You're the crazy one, Isabelle! You want to guess things, you like rain... You're crazy! Crazy! Crazy!... And if you prefer Luci over me... I'm leaving!”

	“Ah!... Ok, stop!” Isabelle screamed and laughed. She took her pillow and started hitting her little friend.

	Anita took another one and fought back.

	Soon they got tired and Anita wanted to know:

	“It's your aunt who guesses things, right?”

	“She is my mother's aunt. She's very young. She looks like my mother's sister.” Isabelle explained. “We call her aunt, but she's our great-aunt. It's weird to say great-aunt.”

	In that moment, Dulce poked her head round the door and said:

	“Girls! There's fresh cake. Who wants some?” She asked in a cheerful tone and did not wait for an answer.

	The girls got up quickly and went after the woman.

	Dulce, married to Antonio, had three children: Isabelle, Ailton and Rafaelle.

	When they went to the kitchen, Rafaelle and Ailton were already sitting at the table.

	“Mom! Mom! He cut the cake and ate it already!” Rafaelle complained.

	“Liar! I got nothing!” Ailton exclaimed.

	“Yes, you did! Look! It's missing!” Rafaelle said.

	“Don't accuse your brother, Rafaelle. It was me who cut a piece of cake and saved it for your father.”

	“See? Did you see? Liar! Sneaky! Moaner!” The boy said giving his sister a slight push.

	“Mom!... He pushed me!” Rafaelle complained with a honeyed voice and then stuck her tongue out to Ailton.

	“It will grow big and hairy if you don't keep that ugly tongue in that horrible mouth!”

	“Mom!”

	“Kids, stop, or I will not give you cake” Dulce threatened with no energy in her tone of voice.”

	“Mrs. Dulce.” Anita called. As soon as the woman looked, the girl asked: “Isabelle said that you have an aunt who can guess things. Is that right?”

	“That's right.” She said smiling generously. “We're not sure how it works. This aunt of mine can say things that haven't happened yet. But not about everything, not always.”

	“Belle wants to do the same thing, Mom” Ailton interrupted by saying: “She keeps playing with it. She asks us to get something and wants to guess what we have in our hands.”

	“Snitch!” Isabelle shouted.

	“Kids, stop!” Dulce demanded. “Do you want cookies?” She offered, maybe to change the subject.

	After getting one, Anita wanted to know:

	“If we practice this, we'll guess everything just like her aunt?”

	“I don't know. My aunt Carminda was born with this gift. My grandmother and my mother say that since she was a child and everyone was talking about a certain subject, she would give her opinion and say what would happen. This aunt is one year older than me. My grandmother had many children, and she is the youngest. Sometimes, before asking her something, Carminda would answer.

	“I don't find that interesting. It won't do any good” Anita criticized.

	“I want more juice, Mom” Rafaelle asked in a sly tone.

	Dulce served her, then asked:

	“Anyone wants more juice?”

	Anita raised her arm and her glass without saying anything and the woman served it.

	“Luci could have been here, but her mother grounded her. Go mom. Go tell Luci's mother to let her play with us” Isabelle asked.

	“No. I won't interfere with the upbringing of others' children. If her mother grounded her, there was a reason. And you don't talk. The right thing to do is to ground her and not let her play. If you talk wrong, you write wrong. That won't be good for your future.” Dulce stated.

	Her friend Anita only observed with a certain jealousy. She didn't say anything.

	“Yeah? But Ailton talks wrong, and you don't correct!” Isabelle complained.

	Dulce didn't say anything and Ailton wanted to provoke her sister, so as a way of fighting back he said:

	“Aunt Carminda does this because she is a witch. And if Isabelle continues with this, she will be a witch just like her.”

	“I'll do nothing, you idiot!”

	“Yes, you will!” Her brother said.

	“Mom!... Look what he's talking about!”

	“Stop, kids!” Dulce asked in soft tone, as usual.

	* * *

	Time went by...

	Isabelle, Anita, and Luci remained best friends. The proximity of their homes made coexistence even easier.

	The fact that they study in the same school and classroom, do schoolwork, go out and have fun together reinforced the friendship.

	The three girls became almost inseparable, even for parties or outings.

	Adolescence made Isabelle forget about training and her desire to guess things, as she wanted. She started to dedicate a lot of herself to study, understanding its importance for her future.

	Anita became a very critical and complaining young woman, despite receiving guidance from her mother, she expressed her opinion in a harsh way. She did everything out of obligation. She turned herself into a very bitter person.

	Luci, always quiet and almost submissive, had no parental direction. She learned everything on her own, with mistakes and successes. She was very observant. Something that could make her later life easier. A malleable and resigned person, she always tried to get it right after the mistakes.

	* * *

	It was a rainy day when Isabelle came running and screaming in the backyard of Anita's house.

	Beatriz, her friend's mother, went to meet her. Holding her by her shoulders, she stopped her and asked “Belle, what is it? What happened?!”

	“My mother!... My mother!” She cried copiously and hugged the woman.

	“What happened to Dulce? “She asked concerned.

	In the tight embrace, with a muffled voice on Beatriz' shoulder, Isabelle revealed “My mother died!” She cried even more, going into despair.

	“Calm down, Belle... Calm down.” She didn't know what to say. She was also shocked by the news. She was very friendly with Dulce. “Tell me what happened.” She asked.

	Moving away from the embrace, drying her face with her hands, the young woman spoke.

	“My mother went to the bakery, I think...When she was going to cross the street, or whatever...  She was run over! A bus threw her away... She hit her head on the ground.”

	She went into despair.

	“But who said that?! When did this happen?!

	“Now... She's there on the sidewalk... I saw her! The police are there... They've come to warn us... I couldn't stand to stay there...” She cried.

	“Calm down... Calm down...” Beatriz got nervous. Even so, she controlled herself so as not to scare the girl.

	At that moment, Anita arrived running, and when she saw her friend with her mother, she ran to hug her. She already knew what had happened. She had gone to a stationery store and knew what had happened.

	After going to her friend's house and not finding her, she imagined that she was in her house.

	Without words, they cried together.

	* * *

	The first few days after Dulce's death were very difficult for Isabelle, who took refuge in her friend's house and did not want to leave.

	Antonio had to be firm for her daughter to return home, although Beatriz still wanted the young woman to remain in her home for more time.

	Carminda, the children's great-aunt, who lived in a country town, stayed a few days helping António and his three children.

	Rafaelle was the one who cried the most.

	“Don't be like that...” Carminda asked in a soft tone. “The sooner you stop crying, the better it will be for you and your mother.”

	“I miss her.” The girl spoke crying.

	“I know. I can understand that.”

	“If my siblings didn't like her, I did...” she cried even more.

	In a benevolent tone, Carminda explained.

	“The absence of crying does not mean absence of pain. Sometimes it's even the opposite. There are tears that don't run on the face, but on the heart.

	“Aunt, my mother said that you knew things. Where is my she?”

	“Now?”

	“Yes.”

	“A lot of people who die like that, suddenly, as was her case, stay in the same state of sleep for a long time. I believe Dulce is sleeping. And she will stay that way until she can wake up and understand what happened.”

	“Is she alone?” Rafaelle said.

	“No. Not at all. When people have been kind, they have someone to take care of them. Generally, relatives who have passed away and are in good condition take care of newcomers to the spiritual level.”

	Isabelle, standing at the door, watched and listened very carefully to the conversation. Seeing Carminda sitting on her sister's bed, covering her to go to sleep, she remembered her mother doing the same.

	Taking a few steps, Isabelle wanted to know.

	“And who do you think is with our mother?”

	“Your grandmother. In fact… The two grandmothers are taking care of her” she answered, looking into her eyes.

	The young woman approached, sat on the bed next to her great aunt and asked:

	“Aunt, is there heaven and hell?”

	“Belle... The idea of heaven and hell came up a long time ago. Some say it came with Christianity, but the Jews, from a time before Jesus, already had this denomination. Hell is believed to be an underground place where demons and spirits of those who were not good in life and then died live. Many say that there, everyone experiences torments and terrible sufferings, for eternity. Now, the idea of heaven is where angels, the spirit of the righteous and God live. According to religious beliefs, it is paradise. Some religions like the Catholic and Protestantism, which many call Evangelicals, use hell to impose fear among their followers.”

	“But do these places exist?” Isabelle said.

	“In the conscience of every creature, yes.” A few seconds passed and explained, “You know, sometimes you don't have to die or be evil to know hell. The worst tortures are those that punish our conscience. Those are fears, worries, anxiety and restlessness.  There are things that happen in our lives like lightning.

	“Like what, aunt? Give an example” Rafaelle asked.

	Carminda didn't have to think too much to answer and said:

	“When you love a person very much and then die. This pain, this anguish seems an immense and interminable suffering. Our heads don't concentrate on anything and it gives us a pain in our chest. Something that seems unbearable. This is one of the kinds of hell.”

	“That's what I feel after my mother died” Rafaelle commented and cried again.

	“I know, my child.” The woman said in a tender tone and caressed the girl, stroking her hair. “That's the torture I'm talking about. We keep thinking about it, it seems that there will be no point. Life loses its color; it loses its shine... But although it seems impossible, there will be a way to get peace again.”

	“We can say that this is hell, right, aunt?” Isabelle asked.

	“We can. Every kind of torture is a hell of a living because it causes pain. When we feel pain, especially pain in the soul, we want to change what happened, vanish, disappear, stop living... We will never change what has happened. We are the soul and we will take that pain wherever we go. The best thing to do is to take a deep breath, pray softly and ask God for guidance. Then, let's fix what we can and keep doing everything better for you and for others. Little by little, life gets better and we get better.”

	“It's difficult, aunt.” Isabelle considered.

	“Difficult, but not impossible. Every difficulty that comes to us is to put our capacity to the test.

	“Why did my mother die? Why did God take her away?” Isabelle wanted to know with tears in her eyes.

	“You know, my child... When we are born, we already have a path to follow. Many of us, by free choice, do some things we should not and we deviate from what was to be done. That's why we die before our time.”

	“I don't understand, aunt.” Rafaelle said.

	“It's like this... I have a perfect body that God lent me to live in this life. But I'm beginning to mistreat this body in many ways. I start to eat badly, drink a lot of alcohol, smoke, use drugs, don't sleep as I should... Throughout my life, my body has been mistreated by me. Then it gets sick. It has several problems... It gets weak and dies. Of course, I died before my time, because if I hadn't mistreated my body, I would certainly live longer and healthier. In that case, I died prematurely because of me. That means I didn't go all the way I needed or was at my destination. Soon, I will have to repair everything I did wrong. But in your mother's case, it was different. She did nothing wrong to die. It wasn't before time. Dulce went through what she had to go through.”

	“No. You’re wrong.” Isabelle interrupted with a resentful voice. “The bus driver was not careful. He should have stopped, stopped the bus! He could have done something, but he didn't!” Her eyes filled with tears.

	“Belle, now it will be hard for you to understand. But in time, things will become clearer. Maybe the man didn't have time or couldn't do what you imagine. We cannot judge.”

	“Yes, we can, aunt! He didn't pay attention. Let's hope he's sentenced! Let's hope he rots in jail! I hate that man! I hate him!”

	“Don't cultivate resentment. You don't know what happened. Maybe he wasn't as guilty as you think.”

	“Why did my mother die and leave us here, aunt?” Rafaelle asked crying, maybe because she saw her sister angry.

	“There is a reason for everything, dear. I'd rather believe that Dulce fulfilled her mission. And you are creatures capable of going on living without Mama. Certainly, nothing will be like before and everyone will have to help themselves and strive to move forward with courage and on good, fair, honest and prosperous paths in every way. God does not demand strength from those who do not have it.”

	Carminda knew that not everything could be explained with simple words, especially in painful moments like that. Besides, the girls did not have the maturity and knowledge to understand that matter. But she knew that conversation would go on record.

	Isabelle stood up and seemed not to agree with the explanation. However, she did not manifest herself.

	In the face of silence, Carminda covered Rafaelle again, caressed her tenderly, kissed her forehead and then said “Good night, dear. May God bless you.”

	“Thank you, aunt.”

	Getting up, she turned off the light and left the room right behind Isabelle, leaving the door ajar, as the girl liked.

	Arriving at the kitchen, the aunt asked the girl: “Aren't you going to sleep now, Belle?”

	“I'm not sleepy. I'm going to watch TV until my father arrives.”

	“Antonio will be late.”

	“No problem. I used to do that and my mother would let me.”

	Carminda didn't say anything and went to take care of some things.

	* * *

	“Far from everyone, Isabelle cried in secret, especially when she was in the shower. She didn't want anyone to see her. Carminda understood, but she didn't say anything.

	The day before her great aunt left, Isabelle asked: “Is my mother, okay? Has she woken up from the sleep you talked about?”

	“Well, she is. Probably waking up and sleeping again.”

	“How do you know?”

	The woman smiled when she answered: “I feel it.”

	“Why don't you stay here, aunt? We are going to need you very much.”

	“You need to follow life and so do I. The new experiences will make you stronger.” 

	“I am still very sad. Angry with the driver...,” she cried. “So angry”

	“I'm sure this man is very sad and that he didn't do it on purpose. If he had any way to fix the situation, he would. Dissolve the anger and the sorrow. Your heart does not deserve to suffer for something the other did and you cannot change it.”

	* * *

	On the day she would return to her city, Carminda, before the three children of Dulce and after kissing them, advised: "I want you to remember that we are the most important person that God has entrusted to our care. Therefore, we must take care of ourselves with the greatest love and the best affection. If you need me, call Maria” she referred to the neighbor who had a phone number. “She will give me the message or will tell me to call you.”

	“You too, aunt. Call Mrs. Beatriz, Anita will come and call me and I'll run there,” said Isabelle.

	“It's a deal. I'll come visit you whenever I can.” She kissed them again and, seeing Rafaelle crying, she said: “Don't be like that. On vacation, you stay a few days at home with me. In fact, all of you can go home for the vacations. I'll love it!”

	Carminda left and again the shadow of sadness hovered over the siblings.

	* * *

	Time went by…

	Antonio's house wasn't the same anymore.

	Sixteen-year-old Isabelle, although she knew how to cook and manage the house, she didn't do chores like her mother did.

	Fourteen-year-old Ailton felt disoriented, not knowing what to do. He remained more and more quiet every day. He shut himself up in his world.

	Rafaelle, at the age of 12, considered herself abandoned and unprotected. She cried a lot for the lack of her mother.

	Isabelle spent a lot of time away. Most of her time was at Anita or Luci's house.

	Antonio was confused, he didn't know what to do, besides working a lot.

	Sometimes his sister Joana would show up at his house to help, especially with the laundry. But she couldn't do much. Joana had two small children and there was hardly any time left for her. Especially since their houses weren't nearby.

	On Sundays Antonio would get up early and take his children to the neighborhood church, even though Ailton and Isabelle didn't want to go.

	The main hardship for all of them was joining forces, supporting each other, helping each other and creating bonds through love.

	On the spiritual level, the mentors or guardian angels and friendly spirits sought to help and guide each one, but always respecting the free power of choice: free will.

	* * *

	One day, Isabelle, Anita and Luci met for schoolwork.

	Luci's parents were not at home and the girls were very comfortable.

	“The stupid teacher requested for this work, the number of reagents...”  Isabelle didn't finish.

	Anita interrupted her: “In the stoichiometric calculation, reagents and products are proportional quantities. So, let's see that many exercises can be solved by a rule of three.”

	“I hate Chemistry!” Luci exclaimed. “I hate unit conversion.”

	“Look here...” Isabelle said drawing attention, “chemical equilibrium is called dynamic equilibrium because the reaction continues happening, but...”

	In spirituality, everyone focused on school subjects and they inspired the girls, until a group of troublesome spirits, familiar with the place, spent some time watching. Then one of them decided: “I'm going to stop studying! Study, for what! The more ignorant the creature is, the more manipulative he is!”

	Getting closer to Luci, started to pass on to her ideas that the young woman accepted: “Enough of this nonsense of studying! Let's take a break from this crap! What do you get out of staying on top of these books? The truth is that you will never use that in your life.”

	At that moment, Luci shouted:

	“Ouch! For God's sake! That's enough! Enough! Enough!” She said in a dramatic way. “Girls, my head can't take it anymore!” She got up, went to another room and left the friends alone.

	They were sitting on the floor, using the center table of the room as support for the books and notebooks.

	Anita laid down on the ground.

	Isabelle continued reading the conclusion of a text to answer the exercises. She didn't care about the behavior of her classmates.

	Luci returned to the room. A lighted cigarette was in her mouth. Under one of her arms, she had a bottle and in her hands three glasses.

	“What's that?” Anita laughed when she asked.

	Holding the cigarette in her teeth, talking as if she was babbling, her friend answered:

	“This is chemistry! Let's study chemistry in practice!” she laughed a lot.

	Anita laughed. She got up and went to help the other one who went back to the other room to get the pack of cigarettes.

	In spirituality, where before there were spirits focused on school subjects that the girls were studying, suddenly it was taken by another order of inferior spirits and without explanation as if a party was beginning to happen.

	Isabelle wasn't pleased and continued reading the book and trying to answer the questions she needed, even when Luci turned the music on at full volume.

	“Hey... Guys! We need to do this project by Monday! Take it easy, ok!” exclaimed Isabelle, worried about the grade.

	At that moment, the same spirit that inspired Luci, approached her and repeated: “Chemistry won't help you at all in life. You will never use it!”

	At the same time and without being seen, Isabelle's protective spirit, Enoch, approached his protegé and also inspired her.

	“The study, the effort in search of solutions for all school subjects, even the one we will never use in our daily lives, develop our brains, make us think faster, move our neurons, speed up our thoughts and much more. Besides, you need to study to have a profession.”

	The Nivia spirit, Anita's mentor, as well as Cassio, Luci's mentor, had already lost their influence over their protegées, because they were already paying attention to the aspirations of others who appreciated unbalance and fuss.

	Luci, strongly influenced by uneducated spirits, took the book from Isabelle's hands and gave her a glass of very sweet alcohol, saying: “Give it a break, friend! We'll continue later!”

	“What's that?” the friend asked, even though she knew what it was all about.

	“Drink up! You will like it!”

	Isabelle smelled the glass. Then she started sipping and liked what she was drinking.

	Under the influence of alcohol and quite surrounded by unclear spirits and vampires of energies that could make them feel the same sensations as the incarnate ones, Isabelle started to smoke cigarettes and drink, laughing uncontrollably.

	It wasn't long before Anita kicked the books off the table and she went up and started dancing, being cheered by her friends as she did certain performances.

	Then it was Isabelle's turn, who, besides dancing, sang a lot.

	In the first stage, the ethylic effect, that is, the alcohol effect is the euphoria, confused with joy and excitement.

	The person becomes uninhibited and has impulsive behavior.

	For some time, the three girls sang, jumped and danced totally uninhibited.

	In spirituality, young people who have disincarnated, and still have an addiction to alcoholic beverages and cigarettes, join them. It was as if they were imitating each other.

	Gradually, with the organism filled with alcohol, the nervous system was affected, causing them to lose the capacity for well-coordinated movements and even balance.

	The three of them sat down on the floor and Luci began to vent in a soft way: “I'm sick of everything!... I am tired... I'm tired of this damn house... Tired of my parents... Did you know that my parents only fight? They... They just fight.

	“I think fighting between parents is normal... Isn't it?” Anita murmured who drank right in the mouth of a bottle.

	“But here at home they fight hard... They hit each other; you know? With every hit...  My dad shouts my mom... My mother shouts my father... Every nasty name....” and said to them. “The other day my father beat her... She fell and him kicked her...

	“He kicked her...” - Isabelle corrected, mumbling, feeling very dizzy.

	“There was also a fight in the house, but there were no insultations... nor slaps...,” said Anita. “No... That's not...” she spoke slowly.

	“Insults” Isabelle repeat.

	“Yeah... Insults...” said Anita in the same soft tone.

	“Did you know that my parents only live next door?” said Luci.

	“Yeah?” asked Anita even though she couldn't understand properly. She wanted her friend to believe that she was paying attention to her conversation.

	“My mother cheat on my father. My father cheat on my mother... They call themselves... many nasty names. Of all those names... Wow! Too horrible” she said some of those words. “So... That's why... I want to disappear!” she spoke in a stumbling way, coordinating her thoughts with difficulties.  “Puff! Vanish!” she made a disappearing gesture with her fingers.

	“My father also cheated on my mother...” Anita revealed. “But they didn't fight... I think my mother worked hard to help... My mother worked too hard... Then, one day, she found out... She found out and put him out... She took his things and... and kicked him out... And then they divorced. I liked my father. My mother is fussy... Too fussy... She wants everything right.”

	“It's not like... he’s like” Isabelle said, but nobody paid attention.

	“But I don't think it's cool to cheat...” Luci babbled. “Cheating isn't good... no... You stay with the person and picture her with another... No... It's not cool... It would be better... It would be better for them to divorce than to fight, curse and slap each other...”

	“My parents didn't fight... I mean... It wasn’t like a real fight... You know what I mean?” Isabelle said, speaking softly. “Sometimes...  My mother kept talking about the house. The house is old... The plaster from my room fell... It was too old. It almost fell on us... Then she told my father to fix it. She was sad... He didn't fix it. He works a lot. She was upset. But I would have wanted my mother here” she cried. “I... want my mother back!”

	Anita approached, pulled her close and hugged her saying: “Don't cry, friend... Don't be like this...”

	“I don't have anything else... That man... That bus driver... What's the name again?” She asked slowly amidst the crying, and it was barely possible to understand what she said. “Nelio!” she emphasized. “Nelio! I can't forget. Nelio! I hate that man! He killed... my mother!”

	“Calm down, friend...” Anita asked who, despite hugging Isabelle, still had a few sips from the bottle.

	“But your house is peaceful!” interrupted Luci. “Not here! It's hard one day... one single day without a fight, without slapping, pushing, pulling hair... The two of them fight and then take it out on us. They hit us... me and my brother. They beat us.”

	“But you have a mother! You have a father!” Isabelle said. “My mother died... My father isn't coming home. He just works. And on the weekend, he forces us to go to church...”

	“It would be better not to have one!” said Luci.

	“And that bastard driver... Nelio... who killed my mother...”

	“He was absolved?!” asked Luci.

	“I don't know... But I want to kill this Nelio” Isabelle said resentfully.

	“Calm down, friend... Calm down. You can't kill anyone. You're my friend and I won't be left without a friend” said Anita, completely unaware of what was happening.

	“But I don't have a mother!” she cried. “I miss her. I wanted to see my mother. Talk to her, you know? Talk about everything I didn't talk about... Take away all the things I said about her... What I said, it wasn't serious. Now... Now I'm sorry because I talked about my mother... And I also said things to my mother. She was mad at me...” she cried even more. “But now, now... I'm sorry. Do you understand? I want my mom...”

	“I understand, friend. Let it out, okay? You can tell me, I'm listening...” said Anita leaning on the other one's shoulder and still holding the bottle, now empty. “I also wanted a lot of things... I wanted to be rich! I wanted to have money! I wanted to have things... expensive things!”

	“I wanted my mother. And only now... Only now I see that she wanted my well-being... She wanted to teach me good things when... You know... When she was telling me to mend my ways.”

	“I also understand,” said Luci. “I think that if my mother was like yours, I would be saddened by the lack of her.  But here... Here at home, it's not like that... Nobody cares about me... In your house... Your mother did things, she taught you...”

	“She... She taught us a lesson and made cake...” remembered Anita. “I liked her cakes.”

	“The cakes” Isabelle said.

	“The cakes...” Anita started crying.

	“There’s no cake here at home... No one talks or does anything... No one has any affection...” said Luci crying too. “My brother... I don't even know how long he sleeps outside. I don't know what it's like to sit to the table and eat with everyone together.”

	“Sitting at the table” Isabelle corrected, but they didn't listen

	“Belle... I'll talk, okay?” Luci commented with incredible elasticity in her pronunciation. “I was jealous of you... An innocent envy, you know?”

	“Luci! Envy is envy! There's no such thing as innocent envy.” argued Anita.

	“Yes, it is! It's envy of not wishing bad,” insisted Luci.

	“I don't agree! Envy is envy!” argued Anita.

	Isabelle, after crying a lot, was in a hypnotic phase and of much mental confusion.  She couldn't sort out her ideas anymore.

	While Anita and Luci were in a stage of irritability, intolerance, and agitation.

	Inferior spirits took advantage of them as much as they wanted, influencing them with opinions, thoughts, and misunderstandings.

	Besides vampirizing their energies, they persuaded them to argue without any reason or logic.

	“Belle is a friend of mine and I will defend her!” Anita almost shouted, speaking very softly.

	“She is my friend too and more than you...” replied Luci.

	“Stop!... Stop!” Isabelle asked, who was between them sitting on the floor. “Hang on... Oh...” whined Isabelle. “My head... It's spinning a lot... I can't see straight.”

	“I must clean these things here or else.... Otherwise, I don't know...” said Luci, standing and staggering. “I'll get... A bag. A garbage bag to put these bottles and...”

	She had a hard time thinking and concentrating on what needed to be done.

	Seeing her undecided, Anita stood up and spoke: “Let's forget this whole thing... You are my friend and... I will help you... Where is your garbage bag?”

	She took a plate that was already empty and, together with Luci, they went to the kitchen, while they babbled phrases that they couldn't register. They were meaningless things.

	In spirituality, inferior spirits laughed and mocked the girls' state. The mentors knew it would not help to influence them. Not at that moment.

	Regardless of the chronological age, the physical age of the incarnate, he is a spirit with previous experiences, his own personality, and with decision-making power. God allows imperfect spirits to be instruments to test his faith, the way of goodness and love. When the evidence of evil is overcome, when the incarnate says no to what is neither good nor useful nor healthy, for him and others, those spirits without evolution will have no reason to test him or to stand by his side. The inferior spirits are subtle and always come to us for the evil we practice or think. When we have the will to practice some kind of imbalance or evil, for our own body or for others, they come to influence us with ideas of reinforcement. If we are prone to drinking, there will be a multitude of vicious spirits to inspire, encourage and vampirize us. The same happens with other vices like cigarettes, drugs, games, promiscuous sex, etc.

	The inferior spirits are only bound to us by our desires1

	When they returned to the room, they noticed something strange in Isabelle.

	“Belle! Hey, Belle? Are you all right?” Anita wanted to know.

	“Yeah... Everything is spinning a lot... Spinning...” she babbled.

	“Come on... Get up” she asked and went to help her friend.

	Luci, seeing the scene, took the other arm and both lead Isabelle to sit on the sofa.

	“Oh, guys... Stop...” Isabelle said, feeling very sick.

	“Stop what?” asked Anita.

	Isabelle started throwing up.

	At that moment, Lais, Luci's mother, arrived and came across the scene.

	“What is happening here?” The woman yelled.

	“It's nothing! It's nothing...” - her daughter answered, talking and walking in an uncompromising manner.

	Lais approached, held Luci by the arm and began to slap her on the head.

	“Look what I found! What do you think you're doing, young lady?” She yelled.

	“I didn't do anything! Let go of me!”

	“You drank! Look at the state of that one!” She shouted. “Look at those bottles! Look at the state of my living room!”

	Even Anita ended up getting slapped by Lais, who was furious.

	Isabelle threw herself on the couch. The anesthetic effect made her totally lose her will, consciousness and muscular strength. She couldn't keep her attention on what she was hearing anymore.

	Angry, Lais went to Isabelle and Anita's house, who lived nearby.

	Antonio and Beatriz went to pick up their daughters who couldn't return home alone.

	Antonio did not say a word. While Beatriz gave a great lecture to Anita when she took her back.

	 


Chapter 2 
On the spiritual level

	 

	 

	 

	Antonio didn’t know what to do with her daughter.

	At home, he laid her in bed, exactly as she was, without a bath and smelling horrible.

	Isabelle's siblings were curious about what had happened.

	“What happened?” Rafaelle asked, whispering.

	“She is burning up because she drank” Ailton answered in the same tone, whispering.

	“Did she drink?” said the younger sister.

	“Yes... Did you notice how she stinks?”

	“Go to sleep, both of you!” The father demanded. “I don't want to hear a word about it.”

	“But it's still early!” Ailton complained.

	“It doesn't matter. Everyone's going to bed early tonight.”

	They obeyed, against their will, and went to bed. Antonio sat on his daughter's bed and watched her for a long time.

	A great bitterness took hold of his heart while his chest hurt.  It was an anguish and an endless remorse. He felt impotent, repentant. A silent repentance, of something he would not dare to tell.

	He cried.

	A light and contained cry in his eyes, although very bitter in his soul.

	Dulce's last memories did not leave his mind. He had to keep his balance to deal with his children.

	Dulce was not a liberal mother, nor did she relax or neglect. She knew how to say no and be firm whenever she needed to. She could console and support at the right moments. She left them grounded and never gave in to ease their punishment, whatever it was. Her word wouldn't back down. When necessary, moderately, she would scold her children with a few slaps. But this only happened if there was no other way.

	Antonio recognized all his wife's qualities, but he didn't understand why he did what he did and how he did it. He was indifferent. Cruel. The worst husband she could have. However, the children ignored him. To them, he was just an absent father.

	And now?

	Besides repentance and guilt, he should take on burdens he never had before, without letting his feelings show to his three children.

	When Dulce was alive, everything was in place. The household cleaning, the clothes well washed and ironed, the tasty food always ready... Everything was impeccable.

	More than ever, he recognized his failure.

	Alone, he couldn't organize the household, correct and educate his children.

	Having to pick up his oldest daughter, drunk, at her friend's house, was very difficult and painful for him.

	What to tell Isabelle? How to scold her?

	Antonio went to his room, questioning and blaming himself. He felt responsible for having to go through all that.

	Why did it have to happen? Why didn't he make a decision when necessary? Why didn't he intervene with what he needed? How to go back in time?

	What would he have to learn now?

	At the moment, he wouldn't know.

	The blessing of forgetting past lives is a comfort to all of us.

	He sat on his bed. He prayed and asked forgiveness. Forgiveness for his cowardice, for his indifference, for everything he did wrong.

	The next morning, Isabelle woke up with a terrible headache.

	She felt extremely ill. The world still seemed to spin around her.

	The horrible smell that impregnated her and her bedclothes was unbearable.

	She got up with difficulty, moving slowly and requiring a lot of effort. Her stomach was unsettled and it was as if her whole body was anesthetized.

	Very slowly, she went to the bathroom. She looked at herself in the mirror with great difficulty because the sunlight, which entered through the window, made her head hurt even more.

	Her swollen face, deep dark circles under her eyes announced how weak her body was.

	She took off her clothes and took a bath.

	She washed her dark brown hair very well, because it was dirty from the vomit that had dried.

	When she left the bathroom, wrapped in a towel, Antonio called her: “Isabelle?”

	“Blessing, Father.” She murmured but did not face him.

	“God bless you.” Without offering a time, he said: “As soon as you change, I want to talk to you.”

	The daughter didn't say anything. She turned and went to her room.

	She changed her clothes.

	She looked at the bed and felt a great urge to lie down, but she couldn't. The sheets were dirty and her father had called.

	Her head hurt like never before, she could barely keep her eyes open.

	She went to the kitchen where her father was waiting for her.

	When she thought about sitting down at the table, Antonio requested: “Make us some coffee.”

	With great difficulty, because of the unease, she went to the closet, took the coffee powder and started preparing the drink.

	Antonio just watched and asked: “Take the tablecloth and set the table.”

	When she put the cups on, she dropped one. The noise of the porcelain crashing to the floor was thunderous for the pain.

	She held herself to the chair and murmured: “Oh, Dad, I'm not feeling well...”

	“That's your problem and not mine. Clean all this up and set the table,” he said in a tone that was serious, almost solemn, without shouting or showing any irritation. Then he went to his room.

	When he returned, he found the table set for breakfast.

	“Your siblings went to the Sunday youth meeting at the church. Today there will be a celebration. The priest will tell them some things. When they arrive, lunch must be ready and on the table.

	“Is there still rice in the fridge?” She asked.

	“No, there isn't. Last night I made rice and put it with vegetables and made a soup. There is leftover for one. Cook rice, beans and make a carrot stew with potatoes and tomatoes. Wash the lettuce and make a salad. I'll have to take the car to the garage and if I can, I'll get some steaks. I should arrive with your siblings. When you wash your clothes, wash them separately from the others. Behind my bedroom door are two shirts that must also be washed. I want all this ready when I come back” He turned his back and left.

	Isabelle felt a lot of anger. Her father made her make coffee, set the table and didn't even sit down.

	Some spirits that accompanied her laughed and mocked her, which irritated her even more, without knowing it. Although she didn't see them, she felt the vibrations.

	* * *

	In spirituality, Dulce was beginning to wake up.

	As she opened her eyes to the new level in which she lived, she found herself in a clean and tidy environment, just like an earthly hospital.

	Everything was very enlightened by a pleasant brightness that entered through wide windows.

	She adjusted herself and realized someone's approach.

	She was in expectation, although she was confused. She couldn't tell what that place was. She forgot her own name. It was a state like the one you wake up in one morning and don't know where you are or what day it is.

	A smiling woman appeared and said in a kind tone: “Dulce, my dear, how nice you woke up.”

	At that moment, she remembered her own name.

	“Good morning” Dulce greeted shyly. Then she asked: “It's morning, isn't it?”

	“Yes, dear. It is morning. Good morning!” Without offering a break, she introduced herself: “My name is Ana. I hope you are feeling well.”

	“What hospital is this? What happened?” Dulce’s spirit wanted to know.

	“You suffered a very serious accident. You've been here quite a while. Thank God you recovered very well. Look at you!” She said with joy and kindness.

	“I feel strange... I don't remember any accident. I feel dizzy.”

	“That's normal, dear. You'll get used to it soon.”

	“What about my family?” she asked, still confused.

	“They're all very well. In a little while I know you'll have visitors.”

	She fixed it and raised the bedside without Dulce noticing. When that was done, the spirit of Ana commented: “Now I must go. In a few minutes your visits will arrive.”

	“Okay. Thank you,” she said.

	After Ana left, it didn't take long and Dulce noticed people coming through a corridor.

	With great expectation, she watched the door.

	To her surprise, she saw her mother Florina and her mother-in-law Herculana entering the room.

	Her smile closed while the others opened.

	“Mother!... Mrs. Herculana! My God! I am dreaming!” She began getting agitated.

	“My daughter! How wonderful you are!” Florina appeared very happy.

	“No! That's not possible!” Dulce got scared. “My mother…! My mother-in-law…!

	“Dulce, it's us” Herculana confirmed.

	“No! It can't be!”

	“Yes, it can, child. You were run over and died” Florina revealed at once, bluntly.

	Dulce’s spirit felt bad, as if she were incarnated, because her memories and impressions of her physical life made her feel that way.

	“Calm down, dear... What is it?” Florina caressed her hair with gentle love.

	Dulce started crying.

	Getting closer, Herculana also caressed her with tenderness and tried to console her: “I know how she's feeling. I know exactly. I also left husband and children when I disincarnated.”

	“No... It can't be true” She cried. “I don't remember anything. And my husband? What about my children? My house?”

	“Your children are fine, my daughter” Florina said calmly and in a maternal tone.

	“What will happen to them? What will happen to me? And now, mother?” She despairs.

	“Pay attention,” she said firmly. “Concentrate on yourself here. You need to pay attention to what you have to do for yourself now, in this new state. All your mental, verbal, and physical attitudes have brought you to the conditions you have today. You must thank God for the blessed help. Not everyone who disincarnates is in places like this. Your family no longer needs you. A cycle has closed in your existence.”

	“Yes, they need me, Mom! My children are young!”

	“Yes, my dear. We know” Herculana interfered. “But before they are your children, they are children of God. If today the Father of Life has allowed them to walk without your presence beside them, it is because there is some lesson, some necessary evolution for them and for you, that we still do not understand.”

	She shed some tears.

	“Exchange the tears for a prayer of gratitude. It is not easy, but it is possible. Only in this way will you obtain the blessings you desire.” Florina said. “Daughter...” she waited for her to look and finished: “Despair will only bring you what you don't need.”

	After a while, the Dulce spirit said: “I feel different. It's strange.”

	“Yes, daughter. We get used to the density of the physical body and the organs of the five human senses. Without them, in spirituality, we are liberated, in a certain way. As spirits liberated from the body, we are always attracted to groups of our moral level.

	“What do you mean?” The newly disincarnated wanted to know.

	“In a general way, we can say that good spirits harmonize and attract themselves to similar spirits. And with the bad and vicious the same happens. There are a lot of details you will still learn. Generally, we can say that the good spirits can go everywhere. But there are regions inhabited by good spirits that are forbidden to the bad ones, to those that don't have elevation in order not to take to them the disturbance of the bad passions” Florina explained. “So, we must thank God for being here.”

	“I don't understand. Where am I? Is this heaven? Paradise? What is this place?” said Dulce.

	“I also thought this was heaven” Florina smiled.

	“Paradise is what we cultivate in our hearts, through our speaking, thinking and doing.”

	“We are in a spiritual level close to Earth. It is a spiritual colony inhabited by spirits who have already abandoned perversity and many vices such as: fomenting fights, plotting, gossips and others, but still need to improve themselves” clarified Herculana.

	“It is not a specific place for Catholics. Spirits with the same spiritual syntony are found in this circle, independent of the philosophy or religion they embraced as incarnates.”

	“Syntony?... Mother, what are you talking about?”

	“Syntony is about affinity, the same moral practices, the same desires, the same passions...”

	“I know what syntony is, Mother!” She interrupted her. “I want to know where I am and what I am doing here?”

	“I already said. You died, Dulce, in fact, your body died. As a spirit you are eternal. After your disincarnation, you were brought to this colony. You received care according to the needs of your spiritual body. You stayed asleep for some time and now you have awakened.”

	“And my children? And my husband? I need to know how they are!”

	“Daughter...” Using kindness in her expression, Florina tried to make her understand: “There are moments in existence when a cycle closes and a new cycle begins. Your incarnate time is over. Those who were your children and your husband will remain incarnate. You must, from now on, try to balance yourself and learn.”

	“You will have so much to learn here!” Herculana remembered, making a pause. “And the sooner you find out, the better.”

	“No! No! No! It's wrong! I am too young to die! This must be a dream!”

	“Dulce!” Florina expressed more firmly. Seeing her look, she said: “Pay attention. This is not a dream. There is no way to be different. There is no way back. You are acting like a spoiled person who wants to be met in your demands and adversities. The correct name for this is selfishness!” Even perceiving the other shocked, she continued: “Nonacceptance and rebellion are not welcome here. If it continues like this, you will be drawn to the earth's crust, to those you left behind, but you will have no assistance or support, no elevated company. In this state, there is nothing you can do for those who remain. Is that clear?”

	“I don't even know how I died! What will I do here?”

	“Learn, study and practice methods of spiritualization. Paradise does not exist for spirits of our level and here it is not a summer camp. You will have a lot to learn.” explained Florina.

	“Will I be able to visit my children at least?”

	“Yes, but not now. We must obey certain rules that are important for our well-being and that of the colony where we are. Without rules, discipline and organization we neither evolve nor prosper.  If God were not organized, nature would not be perfect. Just observe the natural order of our planet and the Universe - Florina stood firm again.

	The silence was absolute for some time.

	Herculana approached, took the hand of the newly disincarnated between her own and added: “When we cannot change what happened, we must observe, without protest or complaint, to understand God's message. Surely, there will be learning and harmonization. Nothing is by chance.”

	Dulce looked up and faced them.

	“I am still confused. I can't stop thinking about my family. I can't remember some things...”

	“You know... Every time I get confused and don't know what to do, I try to rest my mind. I go out for a walk and I pay attention to what happens around me. I look at nature, at people, animals... Doing this, I rest my mind and then some answer comes, some solution appears,” Herculana said wisely. “Look around you and start having new thoughts and interests. Want to know what this place is like, what happens around here. Think about what you have to learn. Sometimes we have to force ourselves. Then everything becomes lighter and more automatic.”

	“Herculana is right. Occupy your thoughts with new goals, with new objectives and whatever is old and bad will not have space.”

	“I don't know where to start. I only think about my life left behind. My children. How they will be without me... I don't think about anything else.”

	“So, come on, daughter!” Florina tried to cheer up. “Get out of this distressing feeling. Ask us a question about this place or about us” she smiled.

	For the first time, the Dulce spirit smiled and observed: “You two didn't get along very well, did you? How are you together and friends now?”

	Herculana laughed and said: “Today we are inseparable. We are ashamed of some silly things of the past, but instead we have discovered other wonderful things.”

	“What are you doing here?” said the newly disincarnated.

	“For those who wish to evolve, there is always a rewarding service to provide.  We are nursing cooperators in the health service of this hospital ward. We help with magnetism and other providences, besides pointing out needs of help, when it is a case that escapes our service” Florina explained.

	“Hospital? Do you have a hospital here?”

	“How not to have one?” asked Herculana. “Those who have been victimized by injuries or illnesses that compromise the spiritual body also need assistance and continuity in their treatments.  But here everything is very different from what happens in the earth's crust.”

	“I don't know if I understand...” - she was confused.

	“Let's suppose that a person has lived seeking harmony. He was not bad with others or with animals or nature. He always had faith in God, sought good principles... For reasons of cause and effect, that is, as a result of some act of disharmony from the past, he became ill and disincarnated, or else, like you, he suffered an accident. Because you have always been connected to God through prayers and good practices, you will be well assisted by friends or spiritual mentors and helped at the moment of passing, that is, at the moment of disincarnation. Those who need to recompose their spiritual body are brought to hospitals. Assisted with special magnetism treatments or others, if necessary. Generally, they remain for a period of time in a state similar to sleep, for their recovery and also so that they do not receive the impressions, many times complaining, of family members who intensely regret their disincarnation. These regrets are not at all healthy for unprepared spirits” Herculana explained.

	“So, there are those who do not need hospitals or any kind of recovery or hospitalization?” Dulce wanted to know.

	“Of course it is. There are spirits who walk out of an accident and don't even look to see how it was. They recognize themselves on the spiritual level and begin a prayer of gratitude and love. The same goes for those who, in terminal illness, in the hospital bed, open their eyes on the spiritual level and smile satisfied. Free from the body they have suffered from the discomfort brought on by their illness. They thank the support of those who, on the spiritual level, wait for them with joy and satisfaction. Some simple stand up and follow the mentor who assists them side by side” Florina said.

	“Wow!” Dulce admired.

	“For this it is necessary to be worthy,” said Florina.

	“And those who were bad?” Dulce was curious.

	“When you learn and practice, you gain dignity and credibility. This works both ways.” Realizing that the newcomer did not understand, Florina clarified: “Those who were bad, damaged the body with earthly passions. They were selfish, proud, vain. They leaned towards the bad tendencies of any kind. Even if he was considered a religious, if he didn't connect with God or moral principles, a practice essential to good and elevated spirits, he is not worthy of assistance until his conscience truly regrets, and he is willing, with much humility, to harmonize what he disharmonized. These spirits without evolution, impure or evil, cannot see their mentors because the level of elevation they present is not enough to keep them in a good place. If they curse, fight, or utter inappropriate words, they are spirits so they will receive them in spirituality. Inferior spirits, like them, will be pleased to see them deprived of comfort, happiness, well-being and everything that is good and healthy2.”

	“But... are they never helped?”

	“Help is for those who allow themselves, daughter” Florina replied kindly. “We have seen several cases of help to unprepared spirits and this help didn’t work.

	“What do you mean, it didn't work?”

	“The cities or spiritual colonies, destined to good and evolving spirits, are of deep tranquility. Everything is very well organized, obeying moral incentive norms and mutual respect. They have institutions and proper care for those who live there, educate themselves and work.”

	“Do they work?” “Yes, my angel” continued the Florina spirit. “Here we don't have idlers. At first, as soon as it arrives, each one has a period to re-establish himself, to know everything necessary and, according to his level of understanding, to educate himself as much as he can and is capable and, to work.  It is also necessary to accept, live and disseminate a moral level according to the colony. If this is not the case, that spirit is incompatible with the place and will not remain at that level.”

	“And then what happens?” She said curious.

	“Either he is lured to lower areas, or he reincarnates. Remembering that this second option, made without proper preparation, can result in reincarnated human beings without good planning, without great objectives. Those who live dependent and without goals can be attracted to what is bad, to bad passions, bad habits, and future redoing.” Florina paused and completed: “As I was saying, I've heard about cases of rescued people who were not prepared and caused disharmony in the colony where they were rescued. The incompatibility of their thoughts, desires and actions destroyed the syntony around them, putting others, more balanced, at risk.”

	“Wow... How can that be?” Dulce asked, very interested.

	“You will have a lot to learn!” Herculana exclaimed. “Observe only one thing: when we occupy our mind and we are interested in something new, good, useful and healthy, we come out of the melancholic or worrying and conflicting tune we were in. This is for incarnate and disembodied. Change your mental harmony and it will change everything around you. It's that simple.”

	“Herculana is right. Now is the time to focus on everything you must learn here. This will be good for you and for those who stayed.”

	“I feel better.”

	“It's because of the productive conversation. In a short time, you will be able to leave here and get to know this beautiful spiritual city better. I'm sure you'll like it” Florina smiled.

	They talked for a few more minutes and then they left, leaving Dulce with new productive thoughts.

	 


Chapter 3 
The pain of longing

	 

	 

	As soon as she was considered capable, Dulce left the hospital area and moved in with Florina and Herculana.

	At first, like most of the recently disincarnated, curiosity took over her being. This was very good, since her mind was occupied in a favorable way.

	The acquisition of useful, healthy, and stimulating knowledge is also prosperity.

	Increasingly, Dulce was interested in knowing.

	“You did not get along well. What was it like when you found yourselves here?”

	“Ah... Today we see the past with eyes of shame, as I already told you. We've paid attention to so much nonsense... We even fought to hold our grandchildren in our arms.” Herculana recalled, with a smile.

	“Still incarnated, I was very angry when I found out that Herculana said I was gossipy. From then on, I started poisoning you,” Florina referred to Dulce “in order to treat your mother-in-law badly.  I didn't realize that it was selfishness and malice what I did.”

	“And here? How did you discover all this? Can spirits hide things from each other?” she became interested.

	“No. Everything, absolutely everything, is discovered in spirituality. There are no secrets. It's like living now. While I think, if you're paying attention to me, you'll get my ideas. If I think about my past, focusing on me, you will know how it was. And since there's no brake to thinking. Everything is uncovered. Thinking is life. The consciousness, the memories of what we are. Incarnate, we live under the veil of illusion. I want to look good, smart, integral, faithful, behaved, serious, benevolent... and I do. But here, the veil of illusion or disguise falls. If I haven't been honest, the lack of integrity appears. If I wasn't benevolent, my evil appears...” Florina commented.

	“As soon as I disincarnated, I was rescued.” Herculana said, appearing to situate the mind in the memories of the distant past. “As I became aware of my new state, I became worried about those I left behind. I would like to take care of them. I wanted to be among them. Comforting, helping and also taking care of everything as before. Today I know that this is not wanting well. It is wanting to control. But, at the time, I wouldn't admit that. To be in control is not admitting God's plans. It's hard to assume that. Not to accept the designs of the Greater Father is to show yourself to be childish, spiritually speaking. It is like a child in a tantrum who needs a lot of education and limits. To teach a tantrum child, the best thing to do is to ignore and despise his tantrums while denying what he demands. It is necessary to repeat the same method, without mercy, every time the child shows that he has not yet learned. This is how the Laws of God work. The Universe, nature provides and will continue to provide similar experiences until we learn the lessons we need to learn. Everything is repeated and repeated until we observe and accept what we cannot change. We need to take a lesson from what we don't like. That lesson exists. And if we don't discover it, we will experience a similar situation.” She offered a brief pause for the other to reflect, then continued: “So that was it. Believing that only I knew how to treat my family well, I drew myself to the earthly crust with them. I was annoyed by my disincarnation. I didn't think it was fair to leave when my family needed me. But if I didn’t know how to take care of myself, how could I help them?”

	“Have you come back to us? Is that what I understood?” Dulce asked surprised.

	“I'm back. Unhappy with my new situation, I returned. Soon I was faced with the sadness of each one. My husband, unhappy, shed tears of despair that hurt my being. Joana, my beloved daughter, was deeply depressed. She cried day and night. She did not accept... She had strong crises and unsteady moments. She was deeply depressed, she didn't get out of bed, she had anxiety attacks, she felt tremors, fatigue, palpitations, dizziness. She felt things that were difficult to describe. How many times, embracing Joana, I cried and suffered, multiplying our pain and extending our suffering. I followed you. I found out what you didn't like about me. I knew your criticisms about me. I cultivated grief, anger... I poisoned myself everyday with everything I discovered. The spiritual needs were frightening. I was horrible. A cadaverous appearance, sick... Other spirits, in a sad and needy state like me, saw me, laughed and mocked me. When I attended the family reunions, I hated Florina for knowing everything she thought and talked about me, but I couldn't remember much of what I had said about her. In spirit, bad feelings are more intense and more perverse to us. Incarnate, we feel hatred, sorrow, anger and lack of forgiveness. We poison our flesh body with these feelings. Slander, better known as gossip, poisons our mind. Talking about others, worrying about other people's problems is, besides wasting time, a source of negative energies that attract pain of all kinds: physical, emotional and spiritual, in the medium or short term.” 

	She paused for a long time. “Then, disincarnated, even suffering, not accepting certain situations, I stayed with you for a long time. As soon as I realized very sick spiritual formations with Florina, I was happy. I applauded. I knew that she would suffer and with that I believed that she would pay for everything she said about me. I did not understand that I suffered such an illness because I deserved it too. I was a victim of myself. When we seek to offend others, we speak ill, we get angry, it is ourselves we hurt, it is ourselves we poison and it is we who will suffer. Everything, exactly what happens to us, is the result of what we have

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	